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and scalding. That day it blew dust at lunch-time and
I wondered if we should be able to start. I got one
and a half hour's sleep in the afternoon before starting.
Maitland and Horrex started with me. About 4,45 p.m.
I ran up. Each engine ran up beautifully and the
revolution indicator needles stood steady as rocks at
158oo, The dust had died down on the surface, but
hung as a heavy haze in the sky, while the sun burned
through the yellow grey pall as through ground glass,
and the wind was as a hot hand pressing on the temples.

Away we went into the thin tortured air, climbing
slowly and rolling about. At 1,000 feet it was like a
hot fiirnace and it felt stifling in the cockpit, as hot
wafts of air found their way in and out. We crossed
the Tigris and you could hardly see 2 miles in places.
Every now and then the dust haze thickened up, and
then cleared somewhat. About 20 miles from Baghdad
we saw the lorry with planes lashed on going out to a
Vernon which had been crashed at Fellujah on the
Monday before, landing at night. This was to be
rebuilt. At Fellujah we had to veer a bit to the north,
as the dust was very thick, and looked menacing. But
towards Ramadi I began to see the Euphrates more
clearly, and at last the weather cleared and the visibility
improved* I watched the red-hot sun sinking over
the desert as I crossed the river. The other two had
landed when -I got there. I made a perfect landing
down the hill, if a trifle fast.

Ramadi to L.G. V. We slept the night in the open
at Ramadi, having the beds put outside the serai at the
foot of the Wireless Mast. There was a warm breeze,
which, however, kept things tolerably cool. Horrex
complained of pains and chilliness, and I had to signal